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THE GEAR CUTTER 
 
This master is a slave 
to three greedy gear cutters. 
They shape arms and legs 
on solid bronze disks 
and blow stray chips 
on his garment, beard and face, 
the face of the Man 
who was born on the road to Egypt. 
He heeds not the winged chips 
nor the dirt laden drops of oil. 
He walks on brown velvet clouds, 
anoints the machines with oil 
and the disks are faces of children. 
 
 
THE PLANER 
 
Grey iron casting is rocked on a planer 
like a baby in a cradle 
and a sharp edge removes layers, 
like time, days, 
from this sleeping weight. 
The bent machinist is also rocked 
on the bed of the planer. 
It adds days to his life. 
 
 
AT THE ANVIL 
 
Dan never spoke a word in his life. 
His eyes are blooming, black roses.  
His arms are oak trees in winter.   
He shapes a woman’s dream 
with a sledge 
out of a bar of red-hot steel 
on his anvil. 
 
 
A DREAM 
 
(Near the tempering furnace) 
The intense little furnace 
is his life. 
the cold-rolled steel tool in it 
his heart, 
the chunk of cyanide in his hand 
the world 
and he is God. 
A gay move brings the cyanide 
to his open mouth, 
he bites and the world is dead. 
 
 
AT THE LATHE 
 
The lathe twirls a steel shaft 
that will roll out gold. 
The boulder-shouldered man over it 
shoves the tiny hard tool deeper 
into the heart of the steel 
and smiles at the moaning shaft. 
There is a new baby in his home. 
 
 
THE OLD OILER 
 
The swift shafting chants 
of the hardships of a hot road. 
The old oiler shakes a can 
over the thirsty bearing, 
with the same gesture 
as his daughter shakes a toy 
before her crying first babe 
His own road is hard and hot 
but the smiles of his hard muscles 
keeps it clear. 
 
 
AT THE BENCH 
 
He rides on a chisel 
through sheet tool-steel, 
his hammer is the whip 
and he swings it 
to the beat of his heart. 
He loves his chisel, hammer 
and sheet tool-steel, 
this Hun with a harem woman’s eyes. 
And every fresh gash 
is an added charm 
to the ones he loves. 
 
 
AT THE VICE 
A bastard file cuts his days 
while he is held tight 
like the piece of copper 
in his vice. 
And he is swayed over it 
with a file in his two hands 
to shape it for another life. 
He has long ago passed the scratch 
that means stop 
and he moves on as if blind. 
There is a silk gowned worm 
gnawing at his heart. 
 
